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Marric for Iuftice flic is fo iroployd, 

He thinke* with hue in hcauen, or feme where clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs nay a ume. 

Titus. \ Hedoth me wrong to feed me with delayes, 

He diueinto theburninglake below. 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 

, Marcus we are but ftirubs, no Cedars we. 

No big- bond- men, frarad of the Cyclop s fize, 

Rut rnettal Marcus, ftcele to the v ery backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongsmore then our backs eanbeare : 
And fit h there* no iuftice in earth nor hell, 

WewillfoHcitc hcauen, and moue the Uod», 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreake our wrongs . 
Come to this gearc,you are a good Archer Marcus. 

He giues them the Air owes. 

M loKem , thatsfor* you, here ad Apollonens, 
yjd Martens, thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to P alias, here to Mercury, 

To Satumine^o Cambio Saturnine, 

You w ere as good to fhoote againft the wsndc. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when I bid, 

Of my word, I haue written to ettett, 

Goodboy in Ftrgnes lap, giueitPJ/^ 
cjMarc. My Lord, I aitnea mile beyond the Moon 

Your letter is with letter by this. . , 

rusts. Ha, ha ,PM*s, Publsus,vthit halt thou 



of Thus AndronicW* 

Enter the flomte frith a fatty twc P t d&,* oM w 

Tttsts. Newes,newes from heanen, 

Marcus the poaft is eome. 

Sirra what tydings, haue you any letters . x 

i,. n tV.pm ftov. nea2ainc.f0r the man muft not be hangd 
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